THE   BURNING   SECRET

"What on earth are you up to there?" she cried,
switching on the light and running towards the sofa.

Edgar lay huddled up among the cushions, but as she
advanced he sat up drowsily. Her first thought was that
her child was ill, and had crept into her room for aid.
But Edgar said sleepily with a note of reproach in his
voice:

"I waited and waited for you to come, and then I
went to sleep.5'

"What did you want?"

"To hear about the elephants."

"Elephants?  What elephants?"

But even as she spoke she remembered her promise.
Poor innocent, he had slipped into her room so confident
that she would be true to her word and tell him about
the baron's exploits, but she had failed him, and he had
fallen asleep. . . . No, this was absurd, after all; extrava-
gantly foolish. She was outraged. Yet at bottom she was
angry with herself, feeling ashamed and guilty.

"Go to your bed at once, you young scallawag," she
cried fiercely.

Edgar looked at her in amazement. What had he
done to put her into such a tantrum? The child's be-
wilderment only served to infuriate her the more.

"I told you to go to your own room. Go, at once," she
said savagely, feeling all the while how unjust she
was.

Without a word, Edgar slunk away. He was desper-
ately tired and only dimly realized that his mother had
broken her promise and for some unaccountable reason
was angry with him. The mists of sleep encompassed
his mind, and he was in no state to rebel. Every sensation
was blunted by fatigue, yet he was alert enough to
blame himself for having fallen asleep when it was so
important to keep awake, "like a silly kid," he told him-
self reproachfully, as he drifted off into the Land of
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